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encouraged by a gleam of sunshines were hastily
raking together the ruin-blackened liny. From my
outlook they appeared to be slowly and laboriously
rolling up a great sheet of dark brown paper, un-
covering beneath it one of the most fresh and vivid
green, The mown grans is so long in curing in
this country (frequently two weeks) that the new
blades spring beneath it, and n second crop is well
under way before the old is "curried." The long
mountain slopes up which 1 was making my way
were as verdant as the plain below me. Largo
coarse ferns or bracken, with an under-lining of fine
grass, covered the ground on the lower portions,
On the higher, grass alone prevailed, On the top
of the divide, looking down into the valley of
Ulleswaler, I came upon one of those black tarns,
or mountain lakelets, which are such a feature in this
atrange scenery, The word " tarn " has no mean-
Ing with us, though our young poets sometimes use
it as they do this Yorkshire word "wold;" one
they get from Wordsworth* the other from Tenny-
son. But when you have seen one of those still, inky
pools at the head of a silent, lonely Westmoreland
dale, you will not be apt to misapply the word in
future. Suddenly the serene shepherd mountain
opens this black, gleaming eye at your feet, and it
is all the more weird for having no eyebrow of
rocks, or fringe of rush or bush, The steep, encir-
cling slopes drop down and hem it about with llw

1(10clean, bright, full,
